298         THE REGENT AND HIS DAUGHTER
She awoke to a May morning afloat in sunshine. In prepara-
tion for Leopold's coming she dressed herself in steel grey silk
with coral necklace and bracelets, and a white rose in her hair!
The rose was Madame Bauer's idea. Karoline ran all over their
little house, which struck her as being like an exquisite jewel-
box. Her boudoir was draped in pink silk, the bathroom had
white tiles; there was a grand piano and a billiard-table, there
was a garden-saloon with wide, folding doors that opened on to
a flower-decked terrace; there were still more flowers in the
garden, an aviary, and lilac and laburnum hanging over the
smooth lawns. The decor was perfect, the chief actor alone was
lacking, and to-day he would come. But hour followed hour,
and he did not appear. Karoline fed the birds in the aviary]
picked the flowers, fidgeted into the house where her mother was
putting their clothes into the wardrobes, fidgeted back into the
garden, and again and again went to the gate and gazed down
the road which, so Fanny had told her, led to Marlborough
House where Leopold was staying. At last she saw, riding
along towards her under the trees, not Leopold but Stockmar.
She and her mother fastened on him, demanding explana-
tions. Cousin Christian tried to educate them up to their
situation.
"Do not forget, dears,5' he explained, "that first stand
political considerations, and then comes love!3' Madame
Bauer and Karoline listened, and tried to attune their minds
to this idea, but their growing realization that they were two
defenceless flies caught in the complexities of Stockmar's and
Leopold's web began to oppress them. Stockmar, his talk
over, rode away.
At last, when it was nearly seven o'clock, Karoline saw
"an elegant tilbury" draw up at their gate, and out of it
stepped Leopold, muffled up to the ears, and began slowly
walking up to the glass door of the saloon from behind which
Karoline was peering. Years afterwards she still remembered
the sound of the gravel as it crunched beneath his heavy foot-
falls. She felt as if she were choking: her heart most unaccount-
ably seemed to have got into her throat. Slowly the glass door
opened, three more steps, and Leopold was close to her where
she stood by the chimney-piece. She waited for him to speak,
but he said nothing. He merely stood there looking at her.
"Oh," he said at last in his dragging voice, "how the spring
sun has burnt you on the journey!"
Karoline burst into tears and was about to rush away, but
Leopold caught hold of her, asking what was the matter.